C   A   L   I   S   T   E

ghost, a poor, useless shadow of my former self.
One day at Bath I was seated on one of the seats
upon the promenade, sometimes turning the pages
of a book that I had brought with me, sometimes
letting it lie idle beside me. A lady whom I
remembered to have seen before came and seated
herself at the other end of the bench; we remained
long without speaking, I scarcely observing her;
at length I turned my eyes towards her and
answered some questions that she put me in her
low and modest voice I thought it was only
through motives of politeness and gratitude that I
escorted her to her home a few minutes later; but
the next day and the following days I sought to see
her again; and her gentle conversation and soft
attentions caused me soon to prefer her company
to my own sad reveries, which, until then, had
been my only resource.

Caliste (for that was the name which remained to
her from the part which she had played with the
greatest success on the first and only occasion of
her appearance on the Stage), Cakste was of
respectable birth and connected with a family of
fortune; but a vicious mother who had sunk into
poverty, wishing to draw profit from her daugh-
ter's face, her talents, and her exquisite voice, had
destined her from infancy to the theatre, and the
girl had made her debut as " Caliste " in The Fail
Pemtent. At the close of the performance a gentle-
man of position went to ask her of her mother,
purchased her, one might indeed say, and, the
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